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TO 
THE  ONE  OF  ALL  THE  WORLD 

IT  ER  eyes  are — only  brown  eyes, 
•*•  •*       Her  mouth — not  like  a  rose, 
But  her  smile,  it  'sjust  the  sunlight, 

Where'er  she  comes  and  goes. 
And  the  days  may  have  their  shadows, 

Thorns  and  brambles  by  the  way, 
But  I  care  not  I    I  despair  not ! 

While  she  smiles  for  me  to-day  ! 

She  is  not  tall  and  slender, 

No  silken  threads — her  hair, 
But  the  coils  of  her  brown  tresses, 

They  can  bind  me  everywhere. 
Not  pale  and  slim  her  fingers, 

But  the  dear  brown  hands  are  true, 
And  I  care  not  I     1  despair  not  I 

For  they  cling  to  mine  all  through  I 

And  she 's  sweet,  and  leal  and  tender, 

She  is  strong  and  brave  and  wise, 
You  can  see  her  spirit  shining 

In  her  bright  and  beaming  eyes  ; 
And  the  God  of  all  my  blessings 

He  has  nothing  more  to  give, 
For  her  heart — it  is  my  shelter, 

And  her  love — //  makes  me  live  I 


Jan.  i,  1915. 
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THE  CORNER  I  LOVE 

THERE 'S  a  corner  I  love  in  a  fold  of  the 
hills, 

Looking  down  to  a  valley  below, 
Where  the  birds  sing  all  day  and  the  leaves  are  at 

play, 

And  the  cloud-shadows  sweep  to  and  fro. 
And  it 's  nothing  I  care  for  life's  troubles  and  ills, 

As  up  the  long  valley  I  fare, 
I  know  there  is  home  in  the  fold  of  the  hills, 
And  the  heart  that  I  love  will  be  there. 

And  the  world  and  its  prizes  may  call  me  away, 

But  it 's  home  that  my  memory  fills, 
And  I  always  turn  back,  by  the  old  beaten  track, 

To  the  corner  that  lies  in  the  hills. 
And  when  life 's  growing  late  and  the  shadows  are 
gray, 

And  down  the  Dark  Valley  I  fare, 
I  know  there  is  peace  on  the  Hills  far  away, 

For  the  heart  that  I  love  will  be  there ! 


THE  GIRL  I  LOVE  IN  SOMERSET 

IN  the  land  of  the  apple  blossom, 
In  the  home  of  combe  and  down, 
Lives  the  girl  I  love,  with  her  golden  eyes, 

And  her  hair  of  bonny  brown. 
There 's  a  path  through  a  cool  green  orchard, 

A  window  that  looks  to  sea, 
It  was  there  in  the  spring,  when  the  birds  did 

sing, 

She  promised  her  heart  to  me  ! 
Away  !  away  !  in  Somerset, 

That 's  where  I  want  to  be, 
In  the  land  of  the  apple  blossom 

Down  by  the  western  sea ; 
That 's  where  she  now  is  waiting, 

That 's  where  I  want  to  be, 
Away !  away !  in  Somerset, 
With  the  girl  who  is  all  to  me  ! 

Oh  the  land  of  the  apple  blossom, 

It  is  far  away  from  here, 
And  the  roads  are  brown  in  the  lonesome  town, 

Where  I  'm  dreaming  of  my  dear. 
But  one  day  the  bells  will  be  ringing, 

One  day  my  bride  she  '11  be, 
I  shall  hold  her  hand,  in  the  apple  land, 

When  she  gives  herself  to  me  ! 
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Away  !  away  !  in  Somerset, 

That 's  where  I  want  to  be, 
In  the  land  of  the  apple  blossom, 

Down  by  the  western  sea ; 
That 's  where  she  now  is  waiting, 

That 's  where  I  soon  shall  be, 
Away  !  away !  in  Somerset, 

With  the  girl  who  is  all  to  me  ! 


WITHIN  YOUR  ARMS 

E'VE — when  the  way  is  deep 
With  driving  snows, 
You  are  my  flower  of  sleep, 
You  are  my  rose ! 

Love — when  the  winds  affright, 

And  waters  roll, 
You  are  my  harbour-light, 

You  are  my  goal ! 

So  in  a  world  unblest 

I  fear  no  wild  alarms, 
I  find  my  joy  and  rest 

Within  your  arms ! 
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PAL  O'  MINE 

HE  was  the  dearest  pal  I  ever  had, 
The  one  I  loved  the  best, 
Since  he  and  I  were  boys  at  school 

At  the  old  town  in  the  West. 
He  was  always  first  at  lesson  books, 

And  beat  me  at  any  game, 
He  was  better  than  I  at  everything, 
But  I  loved  him  just  the  same. 

He  was  my  pal,  the  dearest  pal  o'  mine, 

The  best  o'  chaps  to  me, 
When  we  swarmed  the  cliffs  for  seagulls, 

And  robbed  the  farmer's  tree ; 
With  a  pal  like  that  to  show  the  way, 

It  makes  your  heart  beat  fine, 
You  'd  ha'  robbed  a  hundred  apple  trees, 
If  you  'd  had  such  a  pal  as  mine  ! 


When  the  sergeant  came  and  called  to  us, 

With  his  ribbons  bright  and  gay, 
My  pal  says,  '  Come !  come  along  o'  me  ! 

We  can't  bide  home  to-day ! ' 
And  Father  there  !  stood  looking  glum, 

And  Mother's  eyes  were  dim, 
But  the  only  thing  I  wanted  then 

Was  to  march  'longside  of  him  ! 
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He  was  my  pal,  the  dearest  pal  o'  mine, 

And  the  drums  began  to  play, 
As  down  the  streets  together 

We  all  of  us  marched  away. 
With  a  pal  like  that  to  buck  you  up, 

It  makes  your  heart  beat  fine, 
You  'd  march  right  on,  to  the  end  of  the  world, 

When  you  'd  got  such  a  pal  as  mine  ! 

And  when  we  were  all  in  the  thick  of  it, 

He  was  always  at  my  side, 
When  we  lay  in  the  battered  trenches, 
Or  charged  through  the  valley  wide ; 
With  his  cheery  voice  a-calling  me, 

It 's  ringing  in  my  mind ; 
And  God  knows  why  a  shot  took  him, 
And  left  me  alone  behind. 

He  was  my  pal,  the  dearest  pal  o'  mine, 

The  best  of  all  to  me, 
You  never  know  till  your  pal  is  gone, 

How  dear  your  pal  can  be. 
But  when  the  last  post  echoes  over  him, 

And  you  're  standing  there  in  line, 
You  'd  give  your  life  to  bring  him  back, 
If  you  'd  had  such  a  pal  as  mine  ! 


COACHMAN  GRAY 

'  COACHMAN,  Coachman, 
V_x     Grizzled  and  gray, 
Tarry  a  moment, 
Stay,  oh  stay ! 
For  the  pipes  are  calling, 

The  morn  is  gay, 
And  we  want  to  get  down 

In  the  fields  to  play  ! ' 

And  the  Coachman  stopped  his  coach  and  smiled, 
All  for  the  sake  of  a  little  child  ! 

'  Coachman,  Coachman, 

Grizzled  and  gray, 
Tarry  a  moment, 
Stay,  oh  stay  ! 
For  Love  is  playing 
His  song  of  noon, 
And  we  want  to  tarry 

And  hear  the  tune ! ' 

And  the  Coachman  slackened  his  headlong  pace, 
All  for  the  sake  of  a  maiden's  face ! 

'  Coachman,  Coachman, 

Dark  is  the  sky, 
Trees  and  hedges 
Go  racing  by, 
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And  the  lighted  taverns 

Are  ringing  gay, 
And  friends  are  calling 

To  us  to  stay  ! ' 

But  the  Coachman  laughed  as  he  cracked  his  thong, 
And  ever  his  horses  galloped  along, 
And  it 's  on !  hurry  on,  for  the  night  is  late, 
His  name  is  Time,  and  he  cannot  wait ! 


THE  PINE-TREE  LONELY 


stands  a  pine-tree  in  the  North, 
J_       So  lonely  !     So  lonely  ! 
Dreaming  in  the  moonlight  pale 
Of  its  love  the  nightingale, 

That  used  to  sing  so  sweet  and  clear 
In  the  nights  of  yesteryear, 
And  now  !  it  is  so  lonely  ! 

There  sings  a  bird  within  the  South, 

So  lonely  !     So  lonely  ! 
Dreaming,  'neath  the  golden  star, 
Of  the  pine-tree  lone  and  far, 

And  as  the  bird  longs  for  the  pine, 
So  waits  and  longs  my  heart  for  thine, 
Because  —  I  am  so  lonely. 
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THE  LITTLE  QUEEN  FAIRY 

THE  little  Queen  Fairy  has  gone  from  the 
glen, 

Where  she  danced  by  the  dark-flowing  river, 
With  a  wave  of  her  hand,  to  the  far  silent  land, 

She  has  gone  from  her  people  for  ever. 
And  it 's  sadly  they  dance  and  sadly  they  play, 

When  the  moon  on  the  river  is  falling, 
'  Come  back,  little  Queen,  from  the  land  far  away, 
Come  back,  little  Queen  ! '  they  are  calling ! 

O  leave  her  to  rest  with  her  hands  on  her  breast, 

With  the  wind  and  the  moonlight  above  her ; 
In  the  land  far  away,  she  hears  what  you  say, 

She  knows  how  you  miss  her  and  love  her ! 
One  day  she  will  wake — she  will  come  back  to 
you, 

And  dance  by  the  dark  flowing  river, 
She  will  come  back  again,  she  will  come  back  and 
reign, 

Your  little  Queen  Fairy  for  ever ! 


DAFFODIL  LAND 

THAT  day  !  that  day  !  in  Daffodil  land, 
We  plucked  the  golden  flow'rs, 
We  heard  the  chime  of  Daffodil  time, 

And  all  the  world  was  ours. 
The  wind  blew  sweet  thro'  Daffodil  land, 

No  shadows  seemed  to  fall, 
That  day  !  that  day !  in  Daffodil  land, 
The  first  sweet  day  of  all ! 

But  all  is  changed  in  Daffodil  land, 

You  come  to  me  no  more, 
The  happy  chime  of  Daffodil  time 

— It  passes  by  my  door ! 
The  snow  lies  white  in  Daffodil  land, 

Our  ways  lie  far  apart, 
But  the  golden  flow'rs  of  Daffodil  land 

Are  ever  in  my  heart. 


THE  ROSE  IN  THE  BOOK 

I  HOLD  you  here  in  my  hand,  little  Rose, 
As  I  sit  with  my  dreams  apart, 
You  speak  to  me  of  the  past,  little  Rose, 
As  I  hold  you  close  to  my  heart. 

I  put  you  back  with  a  sigh,  little  Rose, 

Between  the  pages  white, 
And  I  close  the  book  that  we  used  to  read, 

For  the  story  is  done  to-night. 

And  the  roses  are  shining  all  over  the  world, 
There 's  sunshine  from  sea  to  sea, 

But  there 's  never  a  rose  like  you,  little  Rose, 
Never  a  rose  to  me  ! 

So  I  hold  you  here  in  my  hand,  little  Rose, 
And  I  sit  with  my  dreams  apart, 

You  speak  of  a  love  that  is  far  away, 
As  I  hold  you  close  to  my  heart ! 
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SHEILA,  THE  SUNGIRL 

WHERE  the  dark  valley 
Runs  down  to  the  sea, 
There  dwells  the  girl 

Who 's  the  one  girl  to  me ; 
The  one  girl,  the  sungirl, 
In  life's  darkest  hour, 
Sheila,  my  sunshine, 
Sheila,  my  flow'r ! 

I  've  no  gold  to  give  her, 

No  satin  or  pearl, 
But  she  doesn't  want  them, 

Sheila,  my  girl. 
The  fair  Queen  of  Eire 

No  sweeter  can  be 
Than  Sheila,  the  sungirl, 

The  one  girl  for  me ! 

And  when  I  go  wander 

The  waves  of  the  sea, 
I  dream  of  the  haven 

That 's  waiting  for  me. 
The  red  wind  may  blast  me, 

The  waters  may  roll, 
Sheila,  my  guiding  star ! 

Sheila,  my  goal ! 
it 


A  SONG  OF  SLEEP 

COME  over  the  hills,  O  little  Brown  maid, 
Come  over  the  hills  of  blue, 
For  the  flow'r  o'  the  May  is  awake  to-day, 

And  shining  for  love  of  you. 
Then  come,  come  out,  O  little  Brown  maid, 

Come  out  and  sing  your  song, 
The  birds  are  awake  by  the  dreaming  lake, 
And  the  song  of  the  heart  is  long. 

'Tis  only  the  reeds,  O  little  Brown  maid, 

That  sigh  by  the  moonlit  shore, 
The  flow'r  o'  the  May  is  dead  to-day, 

Your  lover  will  come  no  more. 
Creep  home,  creep  home,  and  close  the  door, 

Creep  home  and  take  your  rest, 
The  birds  will  wake  by  hill  and  lake, 

But  the  song  of  sleep  is  best. 
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THE  APPLE  CART 

O  PRETTY  maids  of  London, 
I  admire  you  every  day, 
But  you  are  not  like  my  Devon  maid, 

Who  lives  so  far  away. 
She  has  no  wealth  like  all  of  you, 

She  has  no  wit  nor  art, 
But  deep  within  her  little  breast 
She 's  got  the  biggest  heart ! 

Oh,  it 's  fine  to  live  in  London, 

And  go  driving  up  and  down, 
To  dash  along  and  splash  along 

As  if  you  owned  the  town ; 
But  that 's  not  for  the  likes  o'  me, 

The  way  that  suits  my  heart 
Is  to  drive  with  her  to  market 

In  the  dear  old  apple  cart ! 

For  then  I  've  got  her  close  to  me, 

As  we  come  back  from  town, 
With  her  head  upon  my  shoulder 

And  the  reins  a-slipping  down  ; 
And  she  looks  at  me  so  happily, 

And  says  we  '11  never  part, 
For  deep  within  her  little  breast 

She 's  got  the  dearest  heart ! 
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ROSES  IN  GAY  STREET 

THERE  are  roses  in  Gay  Street, 
And  a  maid  at  her  door, 
And  a  brown  soldier  laddie 

Goes  by  to  the  war. 
He  stops — but  a  moment — 
And  then  they  must  part, 
There  are  roses  in  Gay  Street, 
And  love  in  his  heart ! 

There  are  roses  in  Gay  Street, 

He  is  home  from  the  war, 
But  the  blind's  down  the  window, 

And  locked  is  the  door. 
He  stands  where  he  left  her, 

And  darkness  comes  on, 
There  are  roses  in  Gay  Street, 

But  his  rose  is  gone  ! 


REST 

OTHAT  we  were  climbing  now, 
Climbing  once  again, 
Up  the  purple  mountain  brow 
Through  the  sun  and  rain  ; 
Life  and  all  its  sounds  of  care 

Then  would  call  in  vain, 
O  that  we  were  climbing  there, 
Up  the  hills  again  ! 

O  that  we  were  sleeping  now 

With  our  hearts  at  rest, 
Underneath  the  mountain  brow, 

In  the  silence  blest ; 
After  every  broken  prayer, 

Every  hope  unblest, 
O  that  we  were  sleeping  there, 

With  our  hearts  at  rest. 


LITTLE  JOHN  O'  MY  DREAMS 

ETLE  John  o'  my  dreams,  with  his  sweet  rosy 
face, 

He  has  left  his  old  Grannie  behind  him ; 
He  has  gone  to  the  world,  to  find  him  a  place, 

And  what  has  he  left  to  remind  him  ? 
And  I  gaze  to  the  valley  and  out  to  the  sea, 

As  I  sit  all  alone  in  my  eyrie, 
And  I  say  to  myself,  '  Oh  when  will  it  be  ? 
Oh  when  will  he  come  to  his  dearie  ? ' 

Little  John  o'  my  dreams,  he's  a  mighty  man  now, 

With  the  world  and  its  prizes  before  him, 
And  he  walks  up  and  down — like  a  king  in  the 
town, 

With  all  the  sweet  maids  to  adore  him. 
But  one  day  he  will  come,  when  he's  wanting  to 
rest, 

And  his  heart  and  his  shoulders  are  weary, 
He  will  turn  back  again  to  his  old  Grannie's  breast, 

He  will  come  back  again  to  his  dearie ! 
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COLUMBINE 

BY  the  dial  in  the  garden, 
Columbine  sits  dreaming  sweet, 
With  her  hand  in  Punchinello's, 

Where  he  kneels  beside  her  feet. 
'  Time  may  pass  ! '  he  softly  whispers 

By  the  dial  old  and  gray, 
'  Time  may  pass,  but  I  shall  love  you, 
I  shall  love  you,  dear,  for  aye  ! ' 

Where  the  lights  are  gaily  gleaming, 

Columbine  is  dancing  sweet, 
In  her  heart  the  magic  music, 

All  the  world  before  her  feet ! 
Through  the  garden  dead  leaves  shiver, 

Shadows  fold  the  dial  stone, 
Columbine  no  more  remembers, 

Punchinello  stands — alone ! 


WHERE  MY  DEAR  LADY  SLEEPS 

BEND  at  her  window  sweet, 
O  roses  white, 
Where  my  dear  Lady  sings 

This  magic  night. 
Birds,  hush  your  sweetest  songs, 

Fold,  fold  your  wings  ! 
What  bird  can  ever  sing  as  sweet 
As  my  dear  Lady  sings  ? 

Shine  through  her  window-pane, 

O  moon  of  gold, 
Where  my  dear  Lady  kneels 

With  hands  a-fold ! 
Bear  all  her  prayers  to  Heaven 

On  your  pure  rays, 
Did  angels  ever  pray  such  prayers 

As  my  dear  Lady  prays  ? 

Draw  near  her  pillow  sweet, 

O  holy  Night ! 
Fold  her  from  head  to  feet 

In  slumber  light. 
Hush,  all  you  sounds  of  earth, 

Be  still,  O  restless  deeps, 
Draw  near,  O  heart  of  mine,  and  kneel 

Where  my  dear  Lady  sleeps  ! 
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BIRDLIP  WITH  ME 

O  BIRDS  there  are  in  Birdlip 
That  sing  the  whole  day  through, 
For  old  folk  and  for  young  folk, 

And  pretty  maids  like  you. 
So  if  you  want  to  hear  them, 

O  put  your  arm  in  mine, 
Come  up  along  to  Birdlip 
And  see  the  flow'rs  ashine. 
To  Birdlip  !     To  Birdlip  ! 

When  all  the  flowers  do  shine, 
Come  up  along  to  Birdlip, 
And  put  your  arm  in  mine ! 


O  lips  there  are  in  Birdlip, 

Young  lips  and  old  ones  too, 
And  they  do  sing  and  talk  and  kiss 

All  the  whole  day  through. 
But  the  sweetest  time  for  all  things 

Is  when  the  stars  do  shine, 
So  come  along  to  Birdlip 
And  give  your  lips  to  mine  ! 
To  Birdlip !    To  Birdlip ! 

When  all  the  stars  do  shine, 
Come  up  along  to  Birdlip, 
And  give  your  lips  to  mine  ! 
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HIDE  AND  SEEK 

HIDE  and  seek,  Hide  and  seek, 
Wind  in  the  leaves, 
Up  in  the  branches, 
Under  the  eaves. 
Wake  up  the  birdies, 

Bid  them  to  sing, 
All  the  world 's  waking, 
Earth 's  at  the  Spring. 

Hide  and  seek,  Hide  and  seek, 

Sweet  honey-bees, 
Dip  in  the  flow'r  bells, 

Deep  as  you  please. 
Hum  to  them,  honey-bees, 

Tender  and  true, 
They  '11  give  their  honey  hearts 

Gladly  to  you ! 

Hide  and  seek,  Hide  and  seek, 

Love-dreams  so  fair, 
Hide  in  the  tangles 

O'  pretty  maid's  hair. 
Shine  in  her  eyes  o'  gold, 

Sleep  on  her  breast, 
Ask  of  her  happy  heart 

What  she  loves  best  ? 
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Hide  and  seek,  Hide  and  seek, 

All  the  day  long, 
What  is  the  meaning 

O'  pretty  maid's  song  ? 
Sweet  as  the  sunshine, 

Old  as  the  sea : — 
/  love  my  own  love, 

My  own  love  loves  me ! 
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ASRA 

E/E,  when  the  moonlight  round  thy  tent  is 
falling, 

And  we  two  know  this  night  may  be  our  last, 
Unfold  thy  canvas,  as  the  drums  are  calling, 
Wave  thy  sweet  hands  as  we  go  riding  past. 
Asra  beloved,  keep  watch  for  me, 
While  the  long  battle  roars  to  the  sea, 
Spear  wound  or  sword  thrust — why  should  I 

fear? 
Thy  love  is  round  me  !     Thy  soul  is  near ! 

So,  when  the  fight  and  all  the  storm  is  over, 
And  I  have  fallen  beneath  the  desert  sky, 
When  my  true  comrades  bring  thy  dying  lover, 
Come  from  thy  bed  and  kiss  me  where  I  lie ! 
Asra  beloved,  fear  not  nor  weep  ! 
I  want  thee  near  me  !     Kiss  me  to  sleep  ! 
Then  in  the  new  world,  when  shadows  break, 
Asra  beloved,  kiss  me  awake  ! 
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SNOWDROPS 

SNOW  along  the  valley, 
Snow  upon  the  hill, 
Winds  of  winter  rally, 

Whistling  cold  and  chill. 
Wake,  O  Earth,  be  happy, 
Lift  thy  voice  and  sing : 
The  snow  may  fall  with  winter \ 

But  the  snowdrops  come  with  spring! 

Shadows  darken  o'er  thee, 

Sorrows  hide  thy  road, 
Long  the  way  before  thee, 

Heavy  is  thy  load. 
Trust,  O  heart,  be  happy, 

Look  to  Heaven  and  sing : 
The  snow  may  fall  with  winter, 

But  the  snowdrops  come  with  spring! 


THE  HORSEMAN 

I  SAW  a  horseman  riding 
Along  the  greenwood  way, 
His  eyes  look  ever  forward, 
His  heart  is  light  and  gay. 
I  saw  the  horseman  riding, 
Oh  whither  does  he  fare  ? 
Oh  ask  his  lovely  Ladye, 
She  waiteth  on  the  stair ! 

I  heard  the  horseman  singing, 

And  ever,  as  he  sang, 
The  bells  upon  his  bridle 

Adown  the  greenwood  rang. 
Oh  what  is  it  he 's  singing, 

As  thro'  the  wood  he  goes  ? 
Oh  ask  his  lovely  Ladye, 

She  blushes  like  the  rose. 

And  then  I  saw  him  riding 

Whenas  the  moon  was  low, 
He  held  his  lovely  Ladye 

Upon  his  saddle  bow. 
Away  !  away  together ! 

Along  the  greenwood  floor ! 
The  horseman  and  his  Ladye 

Are  one  for  evermore  ! 
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DEAREST 

DEAREST,  when  you  came  to  me, 
I  looked  around  and  knew 
There  ne'er  had  been  such  golden  sea, 

Or  such  eternal  blue, 
As  that  which  shone  above  our  heads, 

Or  rolled  beside  our  feet, 
Dearest,  when  you  came  to  me, 
And  all  my  life  grew  sweet ! 

Dearest,  when  you  said  good-bye, 

And  I  was  left  behind, 
And  you  were  out  of  sight  of  me, 

And  I  was  out  of  mind, 
You  trod  a  world — so  far,  so  high, 

My  world  was  dark  and  blind, 
Dearest,  when  you  said  good-bye, 

And  I  was  left  behind. 

Dearest,  when  you  speak  to  me, 

And  put  your  hand  in  mine, 
I  care  not  what  the  storms  may  be, 

Or  what  sweet  sun  may  shine. 
What  matter — rough  or  smooth  our  ways, 

If  skies  be  gray  or  blue, 
Thank  God  for  all  the  perfect  days 

That  I  have  found  with  you  ! 
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FANCY 

ONE  little  fairy  Fancy 
Out  on  a  morn  of  May, 
Met  another  little  Fancy 
Just  by  Primrose  Way. 
And  down  that  little  Fancy 

Knelt  on  his  bended  knee, 
Said  to  the  other  little  Fancy, 
'  Won't  you  marry  me  ? ' 

Then  that  other  little  Fancy, 

Just  as  you  might  guess, 
Looked  at  him  quite  merrily, 

And  merrily  answered  '  Yes  ! ' 
And  it 's  one  little  Fancy  husband, 

One  little  Fancy  wife, 
So  set  the  bells  a-ringing 

For  a  perfect  Fancy  life  ! 
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BENEDICT'S  ADVICE 

UP  the  street  and  down  the  street, 
And  see  what  you  shall  see, 
There  you  '11  find  the  prettiest  maid, 

The  prettiest  that  can  be. 
Kiss  her  on  her  rosy  lips, 

Kiss  her  on  her  chin, 
And  say  you  mean  to  marry  her 
When  Summer's  coming  in  ! 

And  if,  when  you  are  married, 

She  is  not  sweet  and  kind, 
Sail  off  and  dig  for  diamonds, 

The  biggest  you  can  find. 
But  if  she  scolds  and  argues 

Till  you  are  sad  and  sick, 
Go  down  into  the  sally-beds, 

And  cut  a  little  stick  ! 

First  offer  her  the  diamonds, 

Twine  them  in  her  hair, 
Then  show  her  how  the  little  stick 

Goes  swishing  thro'  the  air : 
But  if  nor  stick  nor  diamonds 

Can  make  her  kind  to  you, 
Take  her  up  and  kiss  her, 

And  see  what  that  will  do  ! 
27 


THE  SAILOR'S  WATCH 

WHEN  I  was  a  hearty  young  fellow, 
And  every  one  full  of  the  war, 
I  thought  to  myself,  I  '11  be  stuck  on  the  shelf, 

If  I  stay  any  longer  ashore. 
So  when  all  the  warships  were  manning, 

And  the  boa's'ns  were  scouring  the  quay, 
I  packs  up  my  traps  like  the  rest  of  the  chaps, 
For  the  gals  were  all  calling  to  me  : 

Singing  '  Ho !  what-ho  !    Johnny,  will  you  go? 

Johnny,  are  you  leaving  me?' 
Says  I,  '  My  dears,  I  sadly  fears, 
That 's  exactly  what  must  be ; 
So  kiss  me  quick,  my  pretty  dears, 

And  ship  me  away  to  sea, 
For  the  war 's  begun,  and  I  mustn't  miss  the 

fun, 
And  the  Boa's'n  's  got  his  eye  on  me  ! ' 

But  when  all  the  shots  were  a-flying, 

And  I  at  the  guns  with  the  rest, 
Though  I  thought  of  each  gal,  I  had  loved  as  a  pal, 

It  was  Polly,  my  heart  loved  the  best. 
So  I  says  to  myself  (confidential !), 

'  When  all  this  damned  fighting  is  o'er, 
I  '11  settle  for  life,  with  her  as  my  wife, 

And  I  '11  not  go  to  sea  any  more  ! ' 
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Singing  '  Ho  !  heave-ho  !  and  away  we  go, 

Polly,  don't  you  fret  for  me, 
Whatever  I  do,  my  heart  is  true, 

As  true  as  a  man's  can  be. 
So  when  the  moon  and  the  stars  (like  eyes) 

Are  shining  upon  the  sea, 
Well — I  falls  to  rest,  with  her  locket  on  my 
chest, 

Singing  '  Polly's  got  her  eye  on  me ! ' 

So  now  that  the  war  is  well  over, 

And  I  'm  landed  safe  home  from  the  sea, 
With  Polly  my  wife,  well,  I  'm  settled  for  life, 

In  our  snug  little  house  on  the  quay. 
But  sometimes  in  the  cool  of  the  evening, 

When  the  Fiddler  is  playing,  you  see, 
I  open  my  door  and  stroll  down  to  the  shore, 
For  the  gals  are  still  calling  to  me : 

'  With  a  heel  and  tow,  and  a  rummy  rumbelow, 

Johnny,  won't  you  dance  with  me? ' 
Says  I,  '  My  dears,  I  sadly  fears, 
That 's  exactly  what  can't  be ! ' 
But  just  as  I — was  going  for  to  try, 

I  looked  across  the  quay ; — 
And  I  never  had  the  dance,  (I  never  got  the 

chance !) 
For  Polly  had  her  eye  on  me ! 
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FAIRY  COUNSEL 

A"}  I  went  thro'  the  woods  on  a  Midsummer 
Day, 

I  espied  two  young  lovers  together, 
She  was  biting  her  thumb,  and  he  looking  glum, 

He  'd  forgotten  to  talk  of  the  weather. 
Then  a  gay  little  Fairy  flew  up  from  a  fern, 
And  said,  '  You  appear  in  much  sorrow  ! 
But  permit  me  to  say,  if  you  're  like  this  to-day, 
You  'd  better  not  marry  to-morrow  ! ' 


'  That 's  just  what  I  told  her,'  the  lover  replied, 

'  It 's  a  counsel  I  gathered  at  College.' 
Said  the  Maiden,  '  No,  no  !  it  was  /  told  him  so, 

But  his  faults  he  will  never  acknowledge  ! ' 
Then  the  gay  little  Fairy  said,  '  List  to  me,  do ! 

For  my  counsel  is  easy  to  borrow  : 
Just  give  him  one  kiss !  and,  young  sir,  give  her 
two ! 

And  you  '11  safely  get  married  to-morrow. 
Just  one  !     Just  two  ! 

You  can  safely  get  married  to-morrow  ! ' 


POLLY 

T)OLLY'S  got  no  money, 
X       That  don't  trouble  me ; 
Polly's  got  the  sweetest  eyes 

Any  one  can  see. 
The  man  that 's  good  enough  for  her 

Ha'n't  been  yet  invented, 
But  Polly's  took  and  married  me, 

And  says  she 's  quite  contented ! 

I  ha'n't  got  no  warehouses, 

I  ha'n't  got  no  ships, 
But  I  've  got  my  Polly 

And  her  rosy  lips. 
If  the  world  goes  crooked, 

Think  I  can't  endure  it  ? 
— Polly  nestles  in  my  arms, 

That 's  the  way  to  cure  it ! 

Other  wives  has  husbands, 

Other  men  has  wives, 
Fussin'  one  another 

All  their  blessed  lives ; 
Thank  the  Lord  what  says  to  me, 

'  You  Ve  a-got  your  Polly ! ' 
That 's  what  keeps  me  straight  and  true, 

That 's  what  makes  me  jolly ! 


MY  LADY  HATH 

MY  Lady  hath  a  palfrey  gray, 
She  rideth  hence  and  hither, 
Whene'er  I  see  her  on  her  way, 

Heigho  !  my  heart  goes  with  her  ! 
If  I  might  only  carry  her, 

I  'd  swim  the  deepest  river, 
And  swift  and  far  by  sun  and  star 
I  'd  carry  her  for  ever ! 

My  Lady  hath  two  crimson  shoes, 

In  which  at  night  she  danceth, 
My  head  and  heart — she  doth  confuse 

Whichever  way  she  glanceth. 
She 's  like  a  foam-bell  on  the  sea, 

A  firefly  on  a  river, 
And  if  she  deign  to  dance  with  me, 

I  'd  dance  with  her  for  ever ! 

My  Lady  hath  two  shoes  of  white, 

Made  for  a  bride's  adorning, 
She  dreameth  of  them  through  the  night, 

She  kisseth  them  at  morning. 
And  oh  !  one  day,  one  happy  day 

To  Primrose-land  they  '11  guide  her, 
And  bells  shall  ring  and  my  heart  sing, 

For  I  shall  be  beside  her ! 
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MOTHER'S  HEART 

A    SWEET  little  Mother,  a  bonnie  wee  Boy, 
./"Y     — They  played  in  the  garden  together, 
And  she  made  him  a  chain  of  the  roses,  for  joy, 

For  joy  of  the  Midsummer  weather ! 
And  the  dark  winter  falls,  but  she  keeps  the  nest 
warm, 

And  safely  each  little  eye  closes, 
She  is  there  at  his  side — in  the  dark  of  the  storm, 

As  she  was — in  the  dawn  of  the  roses. 

Little  Mother  is  gone  !  and  her  laddie  is  gray, 

On  the  garden  the  shadows  are  falling, 
But  her  love  is  still  near  him  by  night  and  by  day, 

And  her  voice  in  the  solitude  calling. 
And  the  world  may  be  cold,  but  his  heart  still  is 
warm, 

For  his  life  on  her  spirit  reposes, 
She  is  there  with  him  now — in  the  dark  of  the 
storm, 

As  she  was — in  the  dawn  of  the  roses ! 
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PHILOSOPHER  JOHN 

H  what 's  this  here  tale  they  be  telling  ? 

A  silver  mine  up  in  the  hill  ? 
And  they  wants  I  to  come  and  go  digging, 

With  Andrew  and  Reuben  and  Bill. 
But  Lord !  if  you  ax  me  the  question, 

I  thinks  the  whole  thing  is  a  rig, 
You  won't  catch  me  digging  for  silver, 
While  I  've  got  my  taties  to  dig. 
So  trol-lol-lol-lolly, 
I  keeps  myself  jolly, 
O'  course  I  can't  swear  it 's  a  rig, 
But  all  that  I  state  is 
I  stick  to  my  taties, 
As  long  as  I  've  taties  to  dig ! ' 


They  says,  '  You  'm  a  silly  ole  fool,  John  ! ' 

Says  I,  '  Well,  I  be  !  or— I  bain't ! 
O'  course  z/"  there's  silver,  there's  silver, 

Likewise  if  there  ain't, — well,  there  ain't ! ' 
Says  they,  '  Well,  you  ax  your  ole  woman.' 

Says  I,  '  Just  you  get  up  and  jig, 
You  '11  never  catch  me  with  your  gammon, 
While  I  've  got  two  sides  to  my  pig  ! ' 
So  trol-lol-lol-lolly, 
I  keeps  myself  jolly, 
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My  pig  and  my  taties  I  thank, 

And  your  silver  may  lie 

In  the  ground  till  you  die, 
But  mine  is  all  safe  in  the  bank  ! 

But  I  axes  my  wife  in  the  evening, 

Like  any  respectable  man, 
For  I  wanted  to  know  what  a  woman 

Would  think  of  their  wonderful  plan. 
Says  I,  '  If  you  like,  I  '11  go  mining, 
Although  I  don't  want  to  be  had.' 
Says  she,  '  If  you  does  what  I  tell  'ee, 
You  '11  stick  to  your  taties,  my  lad ! ' 
So  trol-lol-lol-lolly, 
We  gets  on  quite  jolly, 
Though  not  much  encumbered  with  pelf, 
And  I  axes  my  wife 
All  the  questions  of  life, 
But  I  settles  the  answers — myself ! 
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BARBARA  AND  I 

BARBARA  and  he  went  a-walking  by  the  sea, 
She  for  whom  he  sings  his  sonnet ; 
Did  you  ever  see  such  a  dainty  thing  as  she 
In  her  little  flowered  gown  and  Sunday  bonnet  ? 
Simply  perfect,  in  her  old-fashioned  bonnet ! 

But  Barbara  was  cross,  gave  her  bonnet  such  a 

toss, 

I  thought  she  meant  to  stamp  upon  it, 
The  tears  were  in  her  eyes  and  her  lips  were 

pouting  sighs, 
And  all  about  her  old-fashioned  bonnet, 

'Was    there    ever    such    an    old-fashioned 
bonnet  ? ' 

But  Barbara  you  '11  see,  very  happy  soon  will  be, 

(You  may  wager  what  you  like  upon  it !) 
She  '11  be  full  of  bliss  when  he  whispers  with  a  kiss, 
'  We  '11  go  and  get  the  very  newest  bonnet ! ' 
— Oh !  there 's  nothing  like  a  new-fashioned 
bonnet ! 


WHAT  HAPPENED  TO  MARY 

A   SIMPLE  old  maiden,  whose  name  was  Miss 
/\.     Anne, 

Had  a  nice  little  farm  with  a  dairy, 
Twelve  cows  and  some  pigs  and  a  young  Handy 
Man, 

And  a  maid — well,  her  name  it  was  Mary. 
But  when  Mary  began  to  upset  every  pan 

And  spill  all  the  milk  in  the  dairy, 
Her  Mistress  remarked  to  the  young  Handy  Man, 

'  I  can 't  think  what  has  happened  to  Mary ! ' 

Now  Miss  Anne  had  a  friend,  and  her  name  was 

Miss  Jane, 

And  she  told  her  of  Mary's  vagary, 
And  took  her  to  see  if  the  Maid  could  explain, 

But  the  Maid  wasn't  there  in  the  dairy. 
'Oh  where  can  she  be?'  said  the  simple  Miss 

Anne, 

'  Oh  tell  me  the  truth— don 't  be  chary ! ' 
'  Well,  I  think,'  said  Miss  Jane, '  perhaps  John  can 

explain, 
For  he's  gone  to  be  married  to  Mary.' 
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I'M  THINKIN' 

T  OHN  DOUGAL  had  a  little  farm, 
J      Three  acres  and  a  coo, 
And  Jenny  had  a  coo  as  well, 

And  three  braw  acres  too. 
And  as  their  farms  were  side  by  side, 

It  set  the  neighbours  winkin', 
'  Ye  '11  soon  get  wed  ! '  the  neighbours  said, 
Said  Dougal,  '  Weel !  I  'm  thinkin' ! 
I  'm  thinkin',  I  'm  thinkin' ! 

And  will  it  do  at  a', 
They  say  that  what 's  enough  for  one 

Is  quite  enough  for  twa ! 
But  then  you  see  what  bothers  me, 

And  makes  me  count  it  a', 
I  'm  thinkin',  I  'm  thinkin', 
It  never  stops  at  twa  \ ' 

Next  year  his  coo  had  got  a  calf, 

And  Jenny's  coo  as  well ; 
And  John  had  bought  three  acres  more, 

And  Jenny  too,  they  tell. 
But  when  he  spoke  across  the  fence, 

Where  Jenny  stood  a-blinking, 
' D'  you  think,'  said  he,  '  you  'd  fancy  me? ' 

Said  Jenny,  'Weel !  I  'm  thinkin'! 


I  'm  thinkin',  I  'm  thinkin' ! 

Whichever  can  it  be  ? 
Is  it  the  acres  and  the  coo  ? 

Or  is  he  after  me  ? 
Aweel !  I  'd  better  bide  a  bit, 

It  is  the  wisest  plan, 
I  'm  thinkin',  I  'm  thinkin', 

He 's  not  the  only  man ! ' 

But  time  went  on,  and  John  went  bald, 

And  Jenny,  growing  gray ; 
And  when  he  looked  at  her  in  kirk, 

She  looked  the  other  way. 
But  once  they  met  beside  the  fence, 

Just  when  the  sun  was  sinkin', 
'  I  think,'  he  said,  '  it 's  time  we  wed ! 
Said  Jenny,  ' So  I'm  thinkin' ! 
I  'm  thinkin',  I  'm. thinkin' ! 

It  is  a  doubtful  plan 
To  marry  old  John  Dougal 

Or  any  other  man. 
But  when  ye  're  getting  on  a  bit, 

Ye  take  the  best  ye  can, 
And  so  ye  see  I  'm  thinkin', 
John  Dougal  is  the  man  ! ' 
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SPRING  VIOLETS 

I  THINK— when  I  be  lonely 
And  the  shadows  fall  around, 
And  city  bells  have  only 

A  sad  and  solemn  sound, 
I  think  of  those  sweet  violets 

You  gave  me  once  in  spring, 
Down  in  mother's  orchard, 

And  the  song  you  used  to  sing : 
Down  along  in  Somerset 

By  the  gray  sea, 
Down  along  in  Somerset 
That 's  where  I  'd  be  ! 
Roaming  for  ever  there, 

By  the  gray  sea, 
Down  along  in  Somerset 
Where  you  loved  me  ! 


And  I  think— when  I  '11  be  dying, 

In  the  glory  of  the  flow'rs, 
My  heart  will  go  a-flying 

To  that  little  home  of  ours — 
It  will  hover  where  you  're  lying 

'Neath  the  violets  of  spring, 
And  our  hearts  will  sing  together 

The  song  you  used  to  sing : 
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Down  along  in  Somerset 

By  the  gray  sea, 
Down  along  in  Somerset 

That 's  where  I  'd  be ! 
Sleeping  for  ever  there, 

By  the  gray  sea, 
Down  along  in  Somerset 

Where  you  loved  me ! 


THE  LITTLE  RED  ROSE 

'T^HERE'S  a  little  red  rose  in  the  Northern 
X       land, 

Down  in  a  wintry  bay, 
And  she  looks  from  her  window  across  the  gray 

sand, 

And  sings  to  her  heart  all  the  day, 
For  her  lover  is  coming,  she  knows,  she  knows, 
Though  he 's  ever  so  far  away. 

There 's  a  happy  red  rose  in  the  Northern  land, 

Merry  the  bells  and  gay, 
For  her  lover  has  come  for  his  little  red  rose, 

To  make  her  his  bride  to-day, 
For  the  heart  that  is  true,  she  knows,  she  knows 

Can  never  be  far  away. 

O  little  red  rose  in  the  Northern  land, 

O  lover  so  strong  and  tall, 
Be  happy  and  true  when  skies  are  blue, 

Be  strong  when  shadows  fall, 
For  life  is  so  full  of  wonderful  dreams, 

But  love  is  the  best  of  them  all ! 
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A  REQUIEM 

ODEAD  !  what  shall  we  say  for  you, 
Where  cold  and  still  ye  lie  ? 
Seawrack  and  waves,  drift  over  you 

And  winds  go  wailing  by ; 
By  all  the  hours  ye  battled  through, 

By  all  the  deaths  ye  died, 
God  in  His  love  watch  over  you, 
Where  ye  sleep  side  by  side ! 

O  Living  hearts  !  and  what  for  you  ? 

You  that  are  left  behind, 
Hearing  their  farewell  words  to  you 

Borne  down  the  haunting  wind ; 
By  the  lone  hours  ye  linger  through, 

Sad  hearts  and  eyelids  dim, 
God  in  His  pity  comfort  you, 

And  draw  you  near  to  Him ! 

So  when  the  trumpet  calls  to  you 

From  every  land  and  sea, 
Out  of  the  dark  that  covers  you 

Into  the  light  to  be ; 
By  all  the  waves  ye  battled  through, 

By  all  your  sorrows  past, 
God  in  His  love  encompass  you, 

Give  you  your  joy  at  last ! 
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